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at her sewing. Coriolanus has gone to the wars.
Volumnia tries to kindle her with something of her own
Amazonian ecstasy at the thought of men in battle.
CI tell thee, daughter, I sprang not more in joy at first
hearing he was a man child than now in first seeing he
had proved himself a man/ Virgilia's reply, the first
words she speaks in the play, touch to the quick of the
reality of war and her own unquiet mind.

But had he died in the business, madam; how then?

The thoughts of her silence thus revealed, she says no
more until chattering Valeria, for all the world like one
of the fashionable ladies in Colonel Repington's diary,
is announced. She has come to drag her out to pay calls.
Virgilia tries to withdraw. Volumnia will not let her,
and even while the xnaid is in the room waiting to know
whether she may show Valeria in, she bursts into another
ecstatic vision of her son in the midst of battle, chis
bloody brow with his mailed hand then wiping'. Again
Virgilia reveals herself.

His bloody brow? O Jupiter, no blood!

Valeria enters on a wave of small talk. She has seen
Virgilia's little boy playing. The very image of his
father; chas such a confirmed countenance'. She had
watched him chase a butterfly, catching it and letting
it go, again and again. 'He did so set his teeth and
tear it. Oh, I warrant how he mammocked itP

Volum. One on's father's moods.
VaL Indeed, la, 'tis a noble child.
Virg. A crack, madam.

cAn imf, madam P The meaning leaps out of the half-
contemptuous word. Don't call him a noble child for
his childish brutality. It pains, not rejoices Virgilia.